A WINDOW IN THRUMS
days when I lodged with Jess during the
summer holiday I am trying to bring back,
and there is no need for me to ascend. Do not
laugh at the newspapers with which Leeby
papered the garret, nor at the yarn Hendry
stuffed into the windy holes. He did it to
warm the house for Jess. But the paper
must have gone to pieces and the yarn rotted
decades ago.

I have kept the kitchen for the last, as
Jamie did on the dire day of which I shall
have to tell. It has a flooring of stone now,
where there used only to be hard earth, and a
broken pane in the window is indifferently
stuffed with rags. But it is the other window
I turn to, with a pain at my heart, and pride
and fondness too, the square foot of glass
where Jess sat in her chair and looked down
the brae.

Ah, that brae! The history of tragic
bitift Thrums is sunk into it like the stones
it swallows in the winter. We have all found
the brae tang and steep in the spring of life.